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The Merchant of Venice., 


Bajf. Let me choofe, 
for as I am, I liue vpon the racke. 

P(?r. Vpon t^c racke Bafamo, then confeffe 
What crcafqn there is mingled with your loue.' 

Bajf- None but Lhat vglic treafon of miftruft* 

Which makes me fcarejthe cnioying of my loue: 

There may as well be amitie and life, 

'Tyvccneinow and fire,as trealon and my loue. 

Por. I, but I fcarcyou fpeake vpon the racke. 

Where men entorccd doth fpcake any thing. 

Bajf. Promiie me life,and ile confeffe the truth. 

Por . Well then,confcff<$ and liue. 

Bajf. Confeffe and loue 
Had becnc the vcric firm of my confeflion : 

O hippie torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach meaniwers tor deliuerance: 

But let me ro my fortune and the caskets. 

Por. A way, then, l am loekt in one of them > 

Ifyou doe loue me,you will finde meouc. 

Nerryfi and the reft, (land all aloofc. 

Let muvicke found while he doth make his choife, 

Th.cn if he loofe he makes 3 Swan-likeend, 

Fading in mufique. That the companion 

May ftand morcproper,my eye fliall be cheftreanie 

And watrie death-bed for him : he may win, 

And what is mufique than ?Than mufique is 
Euen as the flourifh,when true fubieefts bowe 
To a new crowned Monarch: Such ius. 

As are thofe dulcet founds in breake ofday. 

That crecpe into the dreaming bridc-groomcs care. 

And fiimmon him to marriage. Now he goes 
With no leffe prcfcnce,but with much more loue 
Then yong Alcides, when he did redeemc 
The virgine tribute, paied by howling Troy 
To thcSea-monfter: 1 Hand for facrifice, 

The reft aloofe are the Dardanian wines: 

With bleared vifages come forth to view 
The iffueofth’exploit: Goc Hercules, 

Liue thou,I liue with much more difmay 
I view the fight, then thou thatmak’ft the fray. 

Here Maficks . 

A Son” the whilft Baflhni o comments on the 
Caskets to himfelfc . 

Tell me where is fancie bred , 

Or in the heart or in the bead: 

How begot Jo ow nonrjhed . Replicyreplie. 

It is engendred m the eyes , 

. With gating fed, and Fancie dies , 

In the cradle where it lies : 

Let vs all ring Fancies knell. 

Ile begin it. 

Ding dong fell. 

All. Ding, dong, bell. 

Bajf. So may the outward fhowes be leaft themfelues 
The world is ftill decciu’d with ornament. 

In Law, what Plea fo tamed and corrupt. 

But being feafotfd with a gracious voice, 

Obfcures the (how of euill ? In Religion, 

What damned error, but fome fober brow 
Will blcfie it, and approue it with a text, 

Hiding the grofeneffe with fairc ornament: 

There is no voice fo fimplc,but affumes 
Some markc ofvertue on hisoutward parts; 


How manie cowards, whofc hearts are all as f a ]fc T 
As flayers offand, wearc yet vpon their chins 
The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars, 

Who inward fearcht,haue lyuers white as milke 
And thefe affume but valors excremeit, 

To renderthemredoubted. Lookeonbcautic 
And you fhall fee ’tis purchaft by the weight, 

Which therein workes a miracle in nature. 

Making them lighteft that weare mod of it ; 

So arc thofe crifped fnakie golden locks 
Which makes fuch wanton gambols with the winde 
Vpon luppofed faireneffe,often knowne 
To be the dowric of a fecond head, 

The fcull that bred them in the Sepulcher, 

Thus ornament is but the guilea fhore 
To a raoft dangerous fea : the bcautious fcarfe 
Vailing an Indian beautie; In a word. 

The feeming truth which cunning times put on 
To intrap the wileft. Therefore then thou gaudieeoU 
Hard food tor Midas ^ I will none of thee, 

Nor none of thee thou pale and common drudge 
Tweene man and man : but thou, thou meager lead 
Which rather threatneft then doft promife ought, 
Thy palencffe moues me more then eloquence, 

And here choofe I,ioy be the confequcnce. 

Por. How all the other palTicns fleet to ayre, 

As doubcfull thoughts,and rafli imbrac’d dcfpaire: 
And fliuddringfearc^nd grecne-eyed iealoufic. 

O loue be modcrate.allay thy extafic, 

In racafure raine thy ioy,fcant this exccffc, 

1 fcele coo much thy blcffmg,make it leffe. 

For fearel furfeic. 

Baf What finde I here ? 

Faire Portias counterfeit. What demie God 
Hath come fo neere creation ? moue thefe cics ? 

Or whether riding on the bals of mine 
Sceme they in motion ? Here are feucrM lips 
Parted with fuger breath, fo fweet a barre 
Should funder fuch fweet friends: here in her liaircs 
The Painter pla.es the Spider,and hath wouen 
A golden mefh t’intrap the hearts of men 
Faftcr then gnats in cobwebs: but her cics, 

How could he fee to doc them ? hauing made one, 

Me thinkes it fhould haue power to fteale both his 
And le3uc it felfe vnfurniftu: Yet looke how farre 
1 he fubflancc ofmy praile doth wrong this fhadow 
In vnderprifing it, lo farre this fhadow 
Doth limpe behinde the fubftance. Here’s the fcroule, 
The continent, and fummaric of my fortune. 

Toh that choofe not by the view 
Chance as faire, and choofe as true: 

\ Since this fortune fals to you , 

Be content,andfeeke no new. 

If you be well pleafd with thus , 

And heldyonrfortune for your blijfe , 

Turney ou where your Lady is, 

And claime her with a lotting kijfe. 

Bajf. A gentle fcroulc: Fairc Lady,by your lcauc, 
I come by note to giue, and to rcceiue. 

Like one of two contending in a prize 
That thinks he hath done well in peoples cics: 
Hearing applaufe and vniuerfall fhout, 

Giddie in fpirit, ftill gazing in a doubt 
Whether thofe peaks of praife be his or no. 
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J.° s a h oubtfu«hc-rnaclfce be > 

Such as l am; though for my ldfc alone ,' 

I would not be ambitious in my will, : 

To witli my felfe much better,yet for you, 

I would be trebled twenty time* my ielfc _ 

A thoufand times more fairc.ten thoufaiKj. times 
M6re r ich,that ontly to toad high m your account, 

Imi°hc in venues, bcaucieSjliumgs, friends, 

Bcccd account: but the full lummcot me 
Z futn of nothing; wlvjch.to termc in .grofle , 

Is an vnlefl’oncd girle, vni-chool J, vnpraiftiz d, 

Happy in this, Oie is npt yet ioold 

Butfliemay lcarnc : happier then this, 

Shfle is not bred fo.dull but fhc can learne; 

Happieft ofall 5 is that her gentle fpiric 
Commits it felfe to yours to be dirc&ed, 

^s from her Lord,her Goucrnour,hcr King. 

My felfe, and what is mine, to you and yours 
Is now conuerced. But now I was the Lord 
Of this faire manfion,mafl.cr of my leruants, 

Quecnc ore.my felfe; and euen now,but now. ^ 

This houle,thefe f:ruancs,and this fame my felfe 
Arc yours,my Lord, 1 giue them with this ring, 

Which when you part fro.m.,loofe,or giue away. 

Let it prefage the rume of your loue. 

And be my vantage to exdaimc on you. 

'Bajf. Maddam,you h3iie bereft me of all words, 
Oncly my bloud fpeakes to you in my vaines. 

And there is fuch confufion in my powers, 

As after fome oration faircly l.pokc 
By a beloued Princc, there doth appeare 
Among the buzzing pleafed multitude, 

Where eucry fomething being blent together, 

Turncs to a wtlde of nothing, faue o.fioy 
Expreft,andnotexprcfl: but when,this ring 
Parts from this finger, then parts hfc from hence, 

O then be bold to fay 'Bajf.izio's dead. 

Ner. My Lord and Lady, it is now uur time 
That haue (food by and feencourwifhesiprofpcr, 

To cry good ioy,good ioy my Lord and Lady. 

Cm. My Lord my gentle Lady, 

I wi(h you all the ioy that you can wifh : 

For lam fine you can whb none from me : 

And when your Honours meane to fokmnize 
The bargaine of your faith: I doc beieech you 
Euen ar that time I may be married too. 

"Bajf. With all my heart,fo thcra canft get a wife. 

Gra. I thanke your Lordfhip, you gaue got me one. 
My eyes my Lord can looke as fwife as yours: 

You fa w the miftres,! beheld the maid : 

You lou d, I lou’d for intermiflion, 

No more pertaines to me my Lord then you *, 

Your fortune fiood vpon the caskets there. 

And fo did mine too, as the matter falls : 

For wooinghecrc vmill I fwee againc, 

Andfwearing till my very rough was dry 
Withoathcs ofloue.at laft, if'promife laft, 
Igotapromifeofthis faire oneheere 
Tohaueher loue: prouided that your/ortune 
Atchieu’d her mifti cfle. 

Por* Is this true Nerriffit? 

Ner. Madam it is fo,fo you ftand pleas’d with all, 
And doc you (jratiano meane good faith ? 
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Gra. Yes faith my Lord. 

Baffi Our feaft ftiall be much honored in vour mar¬ 
riage. 

Gra. Week play with them the firft boy for a thou¬ 
fand ducats- 

Ner. What and flake downc? 

Gra. No,we fha! nere win at that fport, and flake 
downe. 

But who comes heere ? Lorenzo and his Infidell ? 

What and my old Venetian friend Salerio ? 


Enter Lorenzo Jtffica,andSalerio. 


Baf, Lorenzo and Salerio, welcome hether. 

If that ihe youth of my new intcrcft heere 
Haue power to bid you welcome: by your leaue 
1 bid my verie friends and Countrimen 
Sweet Portia w elcome. 

Por. So do I my Lord,tbey are intirely welcome. 

Lor. I thanke your honor; for my part my Lord, 

My purpofc was not to haue feene you heere. 

But meeting with Salerio by the way. 

He did intreatemec paft all laying nay 
To come with him along. 

^ Sal I did my Lord, 

And I h.iue reafop for it, Signior Ant homo 
Commend: him to you. 

Bajf. E;c l ope his Letter 
I pray you tell me how my good friend doth. 

Sal. Not ficke my Lord, vnlctTc it be in minde. 

Nor wcl, vnlcffe in minde : his Letter there 
Wil lTicw you his eftate. 

Opens the Letter. 

Gra. Ncrrtffi, chcerc yond flranger,bid her wclcdm. 
Your hand Salerio, what’s the newes from Venice ? 

How doth that royal Merchant good tAnthonto; 

I know he wil be glad of our luccelfe, 

We are the Iafuns ,w c haue won the fleece. 

Sal. I would you had won the fleece that bee hath 
i loft. 

Por. There are fome finewd contents in yond fame 
Paper, 

; That (leaks the colour from Bajfanos chceke. 

Some dccre friend dead, clfc nothing in the world 

Could turnefo much the conflitution 

Of any conftantman. What,worfe ai>d worfc? 

| With leaue Bajjdnio I am halfe your felfe, 

• And I rtiuft freely haue the halfe of any thing 
That this fame paper brings you. 

Bajf. O fweet Portia, 

Heere are a few of the vnpleafant’ft words 
That cuer blotted paper. Gentle Ladie 
When I did firft impart my loue to you, 

1 freely told you all the wealth I had 
Ran in my vaines: I was a Gentleman, 

And then I told you true: 3nd yet decre Ladic, 

Rating my feife at nothing, you ftiall fee 
How much I was a Braggart,when I told you 
My Gate was nothing, I ftiould then haue told you 
That I was worfe then nothing: for indeede 
I haucingag’d my felfe to a deere friend, 

Ingag'd my friend to his mccre cnemie 
Tofeedemy meancs. Heere is a Letter Ladie, 

: The paper as the bodie of my fricnd > 

And eueric word in it a gaping wound 
Iffuing life blood. But is it true Salerio , 

Hath 

































































